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	Mayoral Desolation

-Animal Crossing New Leaf: Mayoral Desolation-

It was a bright, sunny day in Dimper. All the animals happily walked around the small, underpopulated village, greeting each other as they passed. Isabelle worked her way down Main Street, giving her regards to her twin brother, Digby. The Able Sisters were in the middle of opening up shop, as was Tom Nook. The yellow dog smiled warmly at all of them, though by the looks on their faces, it was easy to tell something was off with her. Once out of sight, she let out a deep, painful sigh. 'Another day at the office,' Isabelle thought to herself. 'Maybe he'll show up today...?' A pit formed in her stomach for the third time that morning, giving her a sick reminder of what events were transpiring.

After walking for several painstaking minutes, she arrived in the village area of Dimper. The sight of dirt-ridden clothing once again filled her field of vision. If the objects had sentience, it would appear they had set up residence. Isabelle dryly chuckled at the thought, idly mumbling to the pile of filth about their taxes on her way past. She was greeted by Lolly, who seemed to be en route to the river for some fishing. "Hey Isabelle!" sung the cat, quickly changing her demeanor upon seeing Isabelle's fake smile. "Out to the office again, huh?" Isabelle nodded sadly. "Yes, I am. Any sign of-" Lolly cut her off there. "Sorry, it seems not, bonbon. I haven't seen him come out of his house in days. Hamlet went to check on him, but he only got what seemed to be groans of displeasure coming from inside."

Isabelle's face darkened. "Heh, I guess I should have expected that." An awkward silence hung in the cold, winter air, snow tickling both animals' faces. Lolly, being the kind friend she is, wished her friend well, and made out to the river. Walking down the now dirt road, she ran into several of the villagers. Gaston, Punchy, and Hamlet just to name a few. All said roughly the same things, about their worry for their friend. Even Gaston seemed quite concerned, unusual for his attitude. As she walked up to the Town Hall, she could see the Mayor's house, weeds dotting the yard around it. Wilted flowers, ones that used to be cared and tended for now rotting away. The whole town seemed grayer without the Mayor around. Isabelle unlocked the door to the Town Hall, feeling the rush of warm air flow out of the building. It was around 10 AM, and as expected after her short conversation with Lolly, found the office to be dead silent.

All day, villagers came in, vainly hoping that maybe their friend had finally showed his face. Isabelle put her head down on the counter, rubbing her hair and taking out her bow, letting it fall down past her ears. Each day had been getting exponentially more difficult to run the town. Weeds were starting to crop up everywhere, flowers were dying. What had seemed like a dream come true for the village was finally crumbling apart without the Mayor. He was the glue that held the place together. No one could fund projects like he could. No one was so cheery like he was. Everyone tried to maintain a daily sense of optimism, but even that was fading, too. Isabelle started to sob weakly into her paws, feeling hopelessness take over.

With every passing day, important things seemed to matter less and less. Though, Isabelle always tried to push those thoughts out of her mind, trying to remain optimistic, to little avail. She was about to give up for the day. Close the office and go home early. If the villagers needed something, they could just call her and ask, right? She grabbed her coat out from underneath the counter, but as she did the door chimed. She quickly attempted to compose herself, tying her bow back into her hair. "W-Welcome to the Town Hall, how may I he-"

A cold mug of coffee clattered to the floor as it fell out of Isabelle's loosening grip. She couldn't believe her eyes, yet they were clearly seeing not mistaken. The red jacket, the flag design, blue hair, Lil Bro's Hat, and even the monocle. She felt an uncontrollable smile form on her face. The Mayor had, for the first time in a month, came back into the office. His name was Morgan, and he was the only human to live in town, unlike the rest of the residents who were animals. This __would __make him the outcast, but not even a single villager seemed to care one bit. In fact, they all praised his effort for the town, constantly making it a clean, safe environment. A pained smile formed on his face as Isabelle practically jumped out of her position, running towards the Mayor at full speed, arms outstretched.

A painful "Oof!" sounded from his mouth. "Mayor! You're finally back! I'm so glad to see you!" A small, dry chuckle formed from the Mayor. "At least someone is, right?" he said, clear pain in his voice. Isabelle looked him in the eyes, extremely confused at his self-deprecating statement. "What are you talking about, Mayor?! Everyone in town misses you! I've been getting visits from literally everyone asking when you'd be back! Saying something like that worries me. Is something the matter?" Another chuckle passed through his teeth. "No, what makes you think something's wrong?" Isabelle frowned intensely. She couldn't be fooled like that, it seemed. "Are you kidding? You've been holed up in your house for at least a week! Your hair is all messed up, and you have bags under your eyes. Please, if something is wrong, talk to someone about it! I'm all ears!" Before the Mayor could speak, the door burst open, villagers flooding in past Isabelle and the Mayor, before they could move out of the way. Constant shouts erupted from the peppy villagers, while the more laid back ones smiled intensely at the sight of the Mayor's return. In hindsight, there were only about 9 villagers in town, but the energy and excitement was definitely felt throughout the entire room.

"Yeah, bro! Morgan is back, hammie! We should all run laps around the town to celebrate, bro-ski!" said Hamlet. "I completely agree with that idea!" exclaimed Curly, flexing his biceps. Gaston spoke up amongst the noise. "Hey, hey! Let's give ol' Morgan some space! This is probably a bit too much for him. I know it is for me, mon chou!" Gigi came to the conclusion that what Mayor Morgan needed to celebrate was a clothing shopping trip, while Patty fainted from saying, "OMIGOSH!" too many times. Isabelle laughed more than she had in a month, in a five minute span. It was surreal to Morgan, seeing everyone worry about him like this. He was sure that nobody cared.

Morgan shifted around uncomfortably, seemingly wanting out of the situation. Punchy noticed this, asking, "Heya, Morgan? Are you okay right now? Maybe you need a snack? I always keep some in my pocket!" Morgan smiled weakly, mentioning that Punchy doesn't wear pants. After Isabelle's laughing fit, she hushed everyone down, the animals giving the Mayor some room to breathe.

After an awkward silence, he finally decided to speak. "Th-Thanks guys, but I really just want to get to work. I'm not in the mood to socialize right now..." He worked his way past the many villagers, apologizing the whole way, when he was stopped by Isabelle. "Mayor, this is a perfect opportunity to explain what's wrong! All of your friend are worried about you, can't you see?" Morgan's face heated up. "I really don't want to-" Isabelle gave an angry frown, literally _and _figuratively putting her foot down. "No! You have been growing more distant ever since the end of July! Now, please explain what's wrong!" All the animals demanded, no, _pleaded_ with him to tell them what was wrong. He sighed in defeat and despair. He asked to at least sit down at his swivel chair so he'd feel more comfortable, to which everyone obliged to let him do so. He sat down in the chair, spinning with his legs, trying to find the words to say. "I really don't want to do this. You'll probably just laugh at how stupid I am." Everyone denied the accusation, once again pleading to hear his story.

Morgan tried to force the words to come out, only feeling anxiety flow through his veins like a drug. He clasped his hands together, unable to find the words anyway. His grip tightened and loosened, squeezing his joints to the point of pain. Letting go, he instinctively rubbed his arm, causing him to flinch very slightly. 'Dammit...' he thought in pain. 'This is gonna be harder than I thought.' Morgan took a deep breath, and yet another one, in an attempt to compose himself. "C'mon Mayor, tell us." Isabelle asked patiently. He sighed once more, again unable to feel any relief from it. "All right, Isabelle. I-I'll say it."

"As Isabelle said a minute ago, it started around the end of July. I, uh..." he paused, unsure if he should continue. "I-I... had finally confessed to a girl. You don't know her." Gaston walked up to his desk, laughing not at him, but with him. "Ha ha! Didn't think you had it in ya, kid!" Morgan asked Gaston to hush and let him finish, to which Gaston backed away in reply. Isabelle had tightly closed her eyes, seemingly in distress, but Morgan didn't know why. "A-Any way, she kinda was a bit weirded out, but otherwise didn't say much. I thought she deserved to know, you know? So I went home that day, thinking I had did the right thing. Until about two weeks later." he faded out his sentence, hoping no one could hear the pain in his voice. "You s-see, normally I spend time with her and her family every other week. But we started to grow more distant after that, getting to the point where she stopped wanting to talk to me. I was really worried about her now. She was shy, but not _this_ shy. I tried to remain optimistic. 'Maybe she's sick and doesn't feel good.' I told myself many lies like this. I _still_ tell myself these lies. Don't even know why anymore."

No one said anything at this point. It was becoming clear to them what was wrong. Morgan, choosing to continue despite his objections, went on. "Eventually, I-I stopped hearing about her at all. No emails, no word from her parents, nothing. That... that was the last I ever heard from her." Tears ran down his face like a stream, blurring his vision as the formed. "I-I messed up big time. I should have never told her anything. It should have been obvious how much she hated me! Everyone would be better off without me, especially her." The animals gasped. They all talked about how the town wouldn't be the same without him, going as far as to say it would be in shambles. Hamlet raised his objection, "C'mon bro! I don't know why a girl wouldn't want to be with a guy like you! You're almost as fast and strong as I am! She probably wasn't even worth your ti-"

_***CRASH***_

A picture frame flew past Hamlet's face, barely missing him and Curly. Rage filled the Mayor's watery eyes, causing his breathing to devolve into short, angry breaths. "Don't you ever! Fucking talk about her like that! _AGAIN_! I fucking _LOVED_ her since the day I met her! She's the nicest girl I've ever met, and _will_ meet!" The Mayor threw several pencils at Hamlet, before Lolly and Isabelle ran over and held him back. Tears streamed down his cheeks, and sobs echoed through the Town Hall. Everyone else had a scared look on their faces at the sudden aggression. This wasn't like Morgan to be aggressive. Once he'd stopped struggling, the cat and dog let him go, giving him space. He covered his face with both hands in shame, the tears dripping like rain onto the desktop below. "I... I'm sorry... I don't know what came over me. _I-I'm such garbage_!" said Morgan, disgust lacing his words.

He stood up quickly, pushing animals out of the way as he ran towards the door, fumbling with the door knob. "W-Wait, hammie!" Morgan stopped in his tracks. "Wha-What do you want, Hamlet?" he sobbed. "It's not your fault. I-I should have been more sensitive. I didn't realize how much she meant to you." explained Hamlet. "But... don't you hate me for throwing things at you?" Hamlet shook his head. "Nah, don't sweat it, bro! Even if it did hit me, it'd bounce right off! Look at these abs!" Morgan gave a sad chuckle. Punchy intervened. "Yeah, Hamlet's right. Except the abs part. We could never hate you!" All the villagers continued to give support to their friend, telling him how sorry they were for what had happened. Isabelle broke through the small group, standing in front of her best friend and Mayor. "If you don't mind my asking, Mayor, why did you stay holed up in your house for over a week?"

Morgan's face darkened significantly. He pulled a small bottle of medication out of his pocket, handing it over to his secretary. "Read the label." Isabelle looked confused, until she read what the bottle said. It was an anti-depression medication. She looked at him sympathetically as the other villagers peaked over her shoulder to read the label, too, each of their expressions saddening once they got what it said. "Why didn't you tell any of us, Mayor? We would have understood." He smiled sadly, giving an aura of pure bitterness. "I didn't ever want to bother any of you with my problems, but you kinda forced me when all of you swarmed over here. Should've stayed home." Carmen, the usual peppy villager, spoke softly for what seemed to be the first time anyone could recall. "Why...? Why didn't you say something?" Morgan scoffed, "Because I knew you guys wouldn't understand."

The Mayor sighed deeply. A deathly silence filled the room, no one daring to say a word. "Any of you ever feel like everything you do is pointless? Like no matter how hard you try, nothing works out for you? That's pretty much my whole life. Just a constant string of crushing disappointments," he explained. "I know deep down in my heart, or at least whatever's left of it, that she hates my fuckin' guts. That medication doesn't do jack shit for me, and sometimes I swear it makes things worse. If it weren't for you guys, I probably would have just offed myself already. Not like anyone would miss me."

All of the animals stayed silent, not knowing how to respond. How could they have not noticed this before? How bad of a friend do you need to be to not notice the signs? Mayor Morgan laughed darkly, "Imagine the heartbreak I'd cause you all if one of you found me hanging from the ceiling, or laying cold in a puddle of my own vomit from an OD. I couldn't die with that thought. At least, I thought I couldn't." Gaston stammered, "W-What are ya talkin' about, kid?" Morgan turned around, facing away from everyone. "Wanna know why I came out of my house after all this time? That reason? Because I needed to see everyone at least one more time. I... I spent the last week deciding on how I'd do it." Gaston was too shocked to speak words, choosing instead to mumble senselessly. Everyone else finally voiced their concerns, unable to let this topic go. "We'd like, be so lost without you!" said Patty. "I couldn't ever let it go knowing I couldn't stop you!" Curly screamed. Isabelle couldn't stand the thought of losing her friend, and just resorted to crying on the floor whilst Lolly rubbed circles on her back.

'Why?' thought Morgan. 'Why do they pretend to care? After that little display, why even keep the act up?' He put his hands over his eyes, almost believing this to be just a dream. His conscience took over his thoughts. _'Worthless. How could you? You're making them worry over you. Utter garbage! Kill yourself!'_He pushed his back against the door, hot tears running freely. Sliding down the door, he hit the ground at a fast speed, a jolt of slight pain passing through him. He felt like finding the nearest letter opener, anything sharp really, and running it up the underside of his wrists before anyone could stop him. But his conflicted mindset wouldn't let him do anything but sob loudly. The guilt of this day was crushing. He tried focusing on the constant shouts, but felt the last of his heart turn to dust when he heard one simple line.

_"Puh-please, Mayor! Don't ta-talk like that!"_

Isabelle was hysterical, her sobbing now turned into low shrieks. Morgan couldn't stand to see his best friend like this. "I-Isabelle. Please don't cry!" Her cries got worse as he said this. "Buh-but I can't lose you! Please! Don't go!" Now, there was no word to describe the guilt he felt right now. Of all people, why didn't he think of Isabelle and how she'd feel? She had worked with him for almost 3 years now, and they had been friends ever since. She'd be an absolute wreck if something happened to him. Morgan got to his feet, slowly making his way towards Isabelle. "D-Don't worry, Isabelle. I'm n-not going anywhere. See? Just fine." He patted her on the head for emphasis, something she liked.

It took a few minutes of no one talking, not even Morgan, and head patting to snap her out of it. She tucked her knees in, holding them close to her chest in a mixture of shame and embarrassment. "*sniff* S-Sorry about that, e-everyone." Everyone told her she was fine, that she had nothing to be sorry about. Morgan stuck out his hand to help her on her feet, to which she gladly took a hold of. Everyone in the room slowly left one by one, reluctantly, as Morgan said he would be all right for the night. The only three who remained were Lolly, Isabelle, and Morgan himself.

Morgan took off his hat, running his fingers through his hair. Today had been something special, and by looking at the clock it was evident they had been there for an hour, possibly more. There was an odd silence, like the calm before the storm. He was tired as all hell, exhausted by releasing all the pent up anxiety, though by the way today went, going home alone didn't seem like an option. 'Might as well ask I guess,' he thought to himself amongst the silence. Isabelle was leaning against her counter, with Lolly sitting down in a chair, her also seemingly exhausted from the excitement of the day. "H-Hey, uh, Isabelle? Can I-I go home now? I'm beat," he asked, already knowing the answer the question. "I'm afraid not, Mayor. Not without someone to keep an eye on you for the night." Lolly chimed in to the conversation, "Yeah. If you'd like, Isabelle and I could stay the night, just to make sure that you aren't going to..."

Morgan flinched, the thought scaring him slightly. "No, I don't mind. In fact, I need to say something else to someone as well. I haven't been 100 percent honest today. I'll explain it later, but I'd rather be home while I do it. As for a direct answer...?"

**"Yeah, I'd like your company."**


End file.
